ANGEL    PAVEMENT

isn't too bad/' Then, without knowing why, she added:
"And don't forget to come back/'

He gave a sudden deep laugh. "Not I. You'll be
seeing me again soon. I'll be back in Angel Pavement
before you can turn round/' And he gave her hand a
huge squeeze, then released it.

She turned round once and waved, though it was
almost impossible to see if he was still there, then hurried
down the narrow lane, which brought her gradually back
into the ordinary world. By the-time she crossed London
Bridge again and looked through the bus window, there
was hardly anything to be seen of that other world, only
a glimmer of lights. By the time she was back at her
table, holding her notebook up to the nearest shaded
electric light, that other world was infinitely remote
and might never have existed outside a day-dream in
the November dusk. Yet there, on the very paper she
slipped behind the typewriter roller, was the sign that it
was there, the sprawling /. Golspie of the signature.
And it was queer now to think that he would be coming
back, returning from his tall bottle and rolling ship and
the snow and forests of the Baltic place, to walk through
that swing door there, not a yard from Smeeth's elbow
It was queer and it was also rather exciting, which was
more than could be said of the 13 bus and the lounge at
the Burpenfield and her room there and the aspirin and
the hot water. She sent the typewriter carriage flying
along. It gave a sharp ping.